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mask of hollow, expressionless desolation into  lineaments  of
prophetic and inspired passion.
"I never thought I would be here ... in this Death-Island of
my people ... for Glastonbury is the Gwlad-yr-Hav, the Ely-
sian Death-Fields of the Cymric tribes ... on the day when
that fish was killed. Of course I knew about it. Friends of mine,
when I was at Jesus, went down to Lydford to see it. They never
did see it themselves; but they talked to old men and old women
who had. It must be fabulously old, that fish! Tewsy ought never
to have done it; but if anyone was to do it he was the one. Of
course he won't live the year out. But he'll have the happiest year
he's ever had in his life; and he'll probably die in his sleep.
What I am now telling you two . . . and you can believe I
would not tell everyone these things ... is mostly from the
Book of Taliessin and from the Triads and from David ap
Gwilym and from Lady Charlotte's Mabinogion and from Sir
John Rhys, and from the Red Book of Hergest, and from the
Vita Gildae and from the Black Book of Carmarthen, but in my
own Vita Merlini I've gone further than any of them into these
things. Few Glastonbury people realise that they are actually
living in yr Echwyd, the land of Annwn, the land of twilight and
death, where the shores are of Mortuorum Mare, the Sea of the
Departed. This place has always been set apart . . . from the
earliest times . . . Urien the Mysterious, Avallach the Unknown,
were Fisher Kings here . . . and for what did they fish? The
Triads only dare to hint at these things ... the Englynion only
to glance at them . . . Taliessin himself . . . did you know
that? . . . was netted with the fish in the weir, by Elphin the
son of Gwydno Garanhir . . . And for what . . . and for what
did this Fisher King . . ."
Mr. Evans' voice now rose to a tremulous pitch of excitement.
Ned Athling's hands crossing the back of Lady Rachel's gilded
throne were now actually in contact with the girl's neck, nor did
she move her head away. A mutual impulse made it seem desir-
able that they should touch each other at some point while Mr.
Evans was talking about "yr Echwyd."
"For what did these mystical Figures . . . rulers in Ynis-
Witrin in the time of my people . . . seek . . . when they